MT. 31]                          WAR   OFFICE                                  71

squares at the west end of the town and took their dinner,
not at two o'clock, but at six or seven, it seemed that
politics might almost cease to be a genteel alternation of
well-connected persons. The old air persisted; but new
voices rose across its unchanging melody. Within doors the
candles of the Eighteenth Century still burned. But in the
little wind that runs before the day they flickered; and
outside the sky was pale with the dawn of the Nineteenth
Century.

In these uncomfortable and remote beginnings of the
modern world, when shy steam-engines drove infrequent
mills in sylvan Lancashire, Lord Palmerston sat at the War
Office between two centuries. Formed by the Eighteenth,
he still seemed to linger in it. Perhaps, indeed, a lifelong
citizen of that polite republic, he never left it; and where he
took his way through the deepening shadows, the glowing
ardours of the Nineteenth, Palmerston walked always by the
clear and regulated light of the Eighteenth Century. He had
his manners from his cheerful mother and the little world of
Sheen, that lively echo of Bath junketings. He had his
notions of policy from old Lord Malmesbury, who dispensed
his leonine wisdom in interminable reminiscence of a vanished
Europe where England, France, and Prussia, untroubled
by principles, walked an unending minuet of varying alliances.
And had he not grasped the succession of Mr. Pitt in his first
candidature at Cambridge? This fresh young man, who
formed a part (though scarcely a vital part) of Lord Liver-
pool's administrative apparatus for perpetuating the past,
belonged inevitably to his own beginnings, to the clear-eyed
generation which knew in a happy time before knowledge had
become difficult. His century did not ask questions: it
answered them. Lord Palmerston was always ready with an
answer; and rarely tortured by the speculations which drove
his contemporaries to doubt, to test-tubes, or to Rome, he
dwelt secure among the certainties of the Eighteenth
Century. His age had formed him; and through the
thickening air of the new century he retained its clarity and
its poise, a cheerful revenant from that bland, unhurried world.